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are sharp in all that part of India; the
bulk of the small male population of the
village is warming up round a communal
fire in the open, and though the fire seems
to produce a great deal more acrid smoke
than heat the men are apparently thaw-
ing. Their dress is a coarse cotton loin-
cloth and, in some instances, a quilted
waistcoat or coat. But all are wrapped in
bed-quilts. As the first rays of the sun
break on this rural world and set the
partridges in the fields shouting with
satisfaction, men begin to move off to
their immemorial tasks. The ploughman
is using a yoke of oxen, undersized and
emaciated. Even if he thought much of
getting better cattle, tradition and usage
would discourage him. The cow, with, of
course, the calf, the bull, and the bullock,
are sacred, and never to be put to death.
By consequence, outworn and diseased
cattle abound, are used to very nearly the
last, and then wander about, a source of
degeneration. The sanctity of the cow
guarantees only its life; by no means does